76            THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF

Uprose cry then in Hart, all 'mid gore had she

taken
The hand, the well-known, and now care wrought

anew
In the wicks was arisen.    Naught well was the

bargain
That on both halves they needs must be buying

that tide
With the life-days of friends.     Then the lord

king, the wise,

The hoary of war-folk, was harmed of mood
When his elder of thanes and he now unliving,
The dearest of all, he knew to be dead.

To the bower full swiftly was Beowulf brought

now,                                                       isio

The manvictory-dower'd; together with day-dawn
Went he, one  of the earls, that champion  be-

worthy'd,
Himself with  his fellows,  where the wise was

abiding

To wot if the All-wielder ever will to him
After the tale of woe happy change work.
Then went down the floor he the war-worthy
With the host of his hand, while high dinn'd the

hall-wood,
Till he there the wise one with words had well

greeted,